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there, and most things running to seed—stalks, and so on !
How to set about raking up the past of this young woman ?
Where was it ? These young sparks and fly-by-nights !
They all had pasts, no doubt; but the definite, the concrete
bit of immorality alone was of use, and when it came to
the point, was unobtainable, he shouldn't wonder. People
didn't like giving chapter and verse ! It was risky, and
not the thing ! Tales out of school!
And, among his artichokes, approving of those who did
not tell tales, disapproving of anyone who wanted them
told, Soames resolved grimly that told they must be. The
leaf-fire smouldered, and the artichokes smelled rank, the
sun went down behind the high brick wall mellowed by
fifty years of weather ; all was peaceful and chilly, except
in his heart. Often now, morning or evening., he would
walk among his vegetables—they were real and restful,
and you could eat them. They had better flavour than
the green-grocer's and saved his bill—middlemen's profit-
eering and all that. Perhaps they represented atavistic
instincts in this great-grandson of c Superior Dosset's'
father, last of a long line of Forsyte e agriculturists.5 He
set more and more store by vegetables the older he grew.
When Fleur was a little bit of a thing, he would find her
when he came back from the City, seated among the sun-
flowers or black currants, nursing her doll. He had once
taken a bee out of her hair, and the little brute had stung
him. Best years he ever had, before she grew up and
took to this gadabout Society business, associating with
women who went behind her back. Apology ! So she
wouldn't hear of one ? She was in the right. But to be
in the right and have to go into Court because of it, was
one of the most painful experiences that could be under-
gone. The Courts existed to penalise people who were in
the right—in divorce, breach of promise, libel and the

